52                  SALT-WATER BALLADS

A VALEDICTION

WE'RE bound for blue water where the great winds

blow,
It's time to get the tacks aboard, time for us to

go;
The crowd 's at the capstan and the tune Js in the

shout,
' A long pull, a strong pull, and warp the hooker out.'

The bow-wash is eddying, spreading from the bows,
Aloft and loose the topsails and some one give a

rouse;

A salt Atlantic chanty shall be music to the dead,
'A long pull, a strong pull, and the yard to the mast-
head:

Green and merry run the seas, the wind comes

cold,
Salt and strong and pleasant, and worth a mint of

gold;